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CHAPTER XXIV—Continued.

At night as bhe lay In bls bed in his
tent, Tremont and Hammet Abou
cooled his temples with water from
the earthen bottles, where the sweel
poze stood out humid and refreshing
an the damp clay. They gave him acld
and cooling drinks, and now and then
Babron would smile on Tremont, eall
ing him “petit frere” and Tremont
heard the words with maolsture in his
eyes, remembering what he had sald
to the Marquise d'Esclignac about be
Ing SBabron's brother, Once ar twlee
the soldler murmured s woman's
name, but Tremont could not eateh 1,
and once he said to the duke:

“Sing! Sing!"”

The Frenchman obeyed docllely,
humming in an agreeablo barytone the
snatches of song he could remember,
“La Fille de Madame Angol,” “Il Trp
vatore;" running them into more mod
ern opera, “La Veuve Joyeuse.” Dut
the lines ereased In Sabron's forehead
indicaited that the singer had not yet
found the musle whiech haunted the
memory of the slck man.

“Bing!" he would repeat, fixing his
hollow eyes on his companion, and
Tremont complied faithfully, Finally,
his own thoughts going back to early
days, he hummed tunes that he and a
certain lttle girl bhad sung at their
games In the allees of an old+chateau
in the valley of the Indre.

"Sonnex les matines
Ding—din—don,"
and other children’s melodies.

In those nights, on that desolnte
way, alone, In a travellng tent, at the
side of & man he searcely knew, Rob.
ert de Tremont learned serious les-
sons, He had been a soldlier himself,
but his life had been an Inconsequent
one, He had lved as e liked, behind
him always the bitterness of an early
deception. But he had been too young
to break his heart at seventeen. He
had lived through much since the day
his father exlled him to Afriea.

Therese had become n dream, a
memory around which he did not al
ways let his thoughts linger. When
he bad seen her again after her hus-
band's death and found her free, he
was already absorbed In the worldly
life of an ambitious young man, He
had not known how much he loved her
until in the Villa des Bougainvilloas
he had seen and contrasted her with
Julia Redmond.

All the charm for him of the pust
returned, and he realiced that, as
fnoney goes, he was poor—she was
poorer.

The difficulties of the marriage made
him all the more secure in his deter-
mination that nothing should separate
him again from this woman,

By Sabron's bed Le bummed hLls
little insignificant tunes, and his heart
longed for the woman, When once or
twice on the return journey they had
been threatened by the engulling sand
gtorm he had prayed not to die before
he could agalin clasp her in his arms.

Bweet, tantalizing, exquisite with
the passion of youug love, there came
to him the memorles of the moonlight
nights on the terrace of the old cha-
teay. He saw her in the pretty girl
ish dresses of long ago, the melun-
choly droop of her quivering mouth,
her bare young arms, and smelled the
fragrance of her hair as he kissed
her. S0 humming his soothing melo
dies to the sick man, with his volce
softened by his memories, he sovothed
Sabron.
~ Babron closed his eyes, the creases
In his forehead disappeared as though
brushed away by a tender hand. Per.
bhape the sleep was due to the fact
thut, unconsciously, Tremont slipped
into bumming a tune which Miss Red.
mond had sung In the Villa des Bou-
galnvilleas, wnd of whose HEnglish
words De Tremont was gulte ignorant.

"Will he last until Alglers, Hammet
Abou

“What will be will be,
Abou replied.

“He must.,” De Tremont answered
fercely, “He sbhall"

He became serious and meditative

monslenr!™

the

fnce

pallor and waxiness
were ke death tnelf,
Hammet Abou, who rode ahead, cried
and pulled up his camel short
waved him arm.
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“"A cenravan, monsleur.”

In the they waw the tents,
ke lotud leaves, seattered on the pink
sunds, and the dark shadows of the
Arabs and the couchant heasts, and
the glow of the encampment fre,

SAN encampmaont,

Tremont
tiain of the

distance

monsieur!™

eighed. He drew the cur-
Htter and looked In upon
Sabron, who was sleeping His ret
features, the growth of his unecut
beard, the long fringe of his eyes, his
durk halr upon hils forehead, his wan

nce
Christ waiting for sepulture.
Tremont cried to

him: “Sabron,

mon vieux Chuarles, revellle-tol! We |
are In alght of human belngs!”
Hut SBabron gave no slgn that he

heard or cared.

Throughout the journey across the
desert, Pltchoune had ridden at his
will and nccording to his taste, some-
times journeylng for the entire dny
perched upon Tremout's camel, He
satl ke p little figurehead or a4 mas
cot, with ears pointed northward and
hig Keen nose anlilng the desert alr
Somoethnes he would tnke the same
position on ape of the mules that cor
rled Htter, at his master's
feot. There he would He hour after
hour, with his soft oyes fixed with |
understanding sympathy tupon Sab-
ron's face

He was, ns he

Babron's

had been to Faton
Annl, n kind of fetlsh—the earavan |
adored him, Now from his position at |
Sabron’s feet, he crawled up and
lekad his master's hand,

“Charles!" Tremont cried,
aod the soldler's hand

and 1t

Sabron opened his oyes. He was
mne, ‘The glimmer of a smile touched
his lips. He sald Tremont's name,

recognlzed bhlm. "Are we home?” he
asked weakly, “fs it France?”

Tremont turned and dashed away a

BT,
He drew the curtaing of the litter
and now walked beside it, his legs

feeling ke cotton and his heart beat-

Ing.
Afg they ecame up toward the en-
campment, two people rode out to

meet them, two women in white riding
habits, on stalllons, and as the evening
breeze fluttered the vells from their
helmets, they seemed to be flugs of
welcome,

Under his helmet Tremont was red
and burned. He had a short, rough
growth of beard,

Therese de ln Maine and Julin Red-
mond rode up. Tremont recognized
them, and came forward, half stagger-
Ing. He looked at Julla and smiled,
and pointed with his left hand toward
the litter; but he went directly up to
Madame de Ia Maine, who sat Immaoy-
able on her little stallion. Tremont
seemed to gather her In his arms. He
lifted her down to Wim,

Julln Redmond’s eyos were on the
litter, whose curtains were stirring In
the breerwe. Hammet Abou, with a
profound salanm, came forward to her.

“Mademolselle,” he sald, respect
fully, “he lives. 1 have kept my word.”

Pitchoune sprang from the litter and
ran over the sands to Julla Redmond.
Bhe dlamounted from her horse alone
and called him: “Pitehoune! Pit-
choune!" Kneeling down on the des-
ert, she stooped to caress him, and
he crouched at her feet, licking her
hands

CHAPTER XXV,

As Handsome Does.

When Sabron next opened hils eyes
ha fencied that he was at home in his
old room In Roven, in the houss where
he was born, In the lttle room in
which, as a ehlld, dresged in hils dimity
night gown, be had sut up in his bed
by candle light to learn his letters
from the cookery book

The room was pnowy white. Out-
side the window he heard a bird slng,
and near by, he heard & dog's smoth-
ered bark, Then he knew that he
was not at home or a child, for with
the languor and weakness eame his
memory. A gulet nurke In a hospital
dress was sitting by his bed, and
Pitchoune rose from the foot of the
bed and looked at him adoringly,

He was in n bospital n Alglers,

“Pitchoune,” he murmured. not
knowing the name of his other com-
panlon, “where are we, old fellow "

The nurse replied in an agreeable

Anglo-8axon Freonch:

| who

{ning to the patients.

transparency—with the peace upon his | 84n and stopped.
, he might have been a figure of | bin friend a thousand questions.

*You are in a French hnnp"n! in Al
giern, sir, and dolng well."

Tremont came up to him

‘I remember you,” Sabron sald.
have beetn near me a dozen
lately."

“You must not talk, mon vieux."

“But I feel as though 1 must talk &
Ereat deal Didn't you come for mé
into the desert 7™

Tremont, healthy, vigorous, tatned,
gay and cheerful, peemed good look-
ing to poor Sabron, who gazed up at
him with touching gratitude,

“1 think | remembar everything, |
think I shall never forget 1t," he eald,
and lifted his hand foebly. Robert de
Tremont took . "Haven't we (ray-
aled far together, Tremont 7

"Yen," nodded the other, affected,
“hut must aleap now We will
tulk about It over our cigars and
Hguors soon.”

Sabron smiled faintly. His eclear
mind was regaining Its balanes, and
thoughts began to sweep over It cru
elly fast He looked ot his rescuer,

- Ynu
times

[and to him the other’s radiance meant

aimply that he was engaged to Miss
Hedmond. Of course that was natural,
Sabron tried to aceept it and to be
glad for the happiness of the man
had rescued him Hut as he
thought this, he wondered why he

had been rescued and shut his eyes

| g0 that Tremont might not see his

woakness, He sald hesitatingly:

“I am haunted by a melody, a tune.
Ceuld you help me? 1t won't come.”

“It's not the "Maracillaise?”’ naked
the other, sitting down by hls side and
pulllng Plitchoune's ears,

*Oh, no!"

“"There will be singing In the ward
shortly. A Hed Cross nurse comes to
S8he may help
you to romember

Sabron renounced in despalr. Haunt.
Ing, tantalizing In hig brain and lllu-
glve, the notea began and stopped, be-
Ho wanted to ask
How
he had come to hlm, why he had come
to him, how he knew, He gave
it all up and dozed, and while he slept
the sweet sleep of those who are to
recover, he heard the sound of a wom-

,,_-. - - Liffans

Threatened by the Enguifing Sand.

storm,

un’s volce in the distance, singing, one
after another, famillar melodies, and
Anally he heard the “Kyrie Hlelson,”
and to its music Sabron again fell
usleep,
The unext day he recelved a visitor
It was not an easy matter to intro
duce visitors to his bedside, for Pit
choune objected. Pltehouns received’
the Marquise d'Esclignae with great
dlspleasire,

“ls he a thoroughbred?' asked the
Marquise d'Esclignac.

“He has behaved ke one,"
the oflicer.
There was n silence. The Marquise
d'Esclignae wae wondering what her

replied

nlece saw In the pale man so near
still to the borders of the other
world.

“You will be leaving the army,
course,”

of
she murmured, looklug at him

interestedly,
“Madame!" sald the Capitaine de
Sabron, with his blood—all that was

In him—rising to his cheeks,

“1 mean that France has done noth.
ing for you France dld not rescue
you and you may feel like seeking a

more—another career.”
(TO BE CONTINURD.)
St, Bride of lreland.
St. Hride, the patroness of Ireland

and of Fleet streal, whose feast falls
in February, was the besutiful daugh-
ter of 4 bard who became the religious
dirciple of 8t, Patrick and abbess of
Kildare. The satory of 8t. Bride. or
Bridget, fired the Celtle imagination,
and in Ireland about twenty parishes
bear the name of Kilbride. The spire
of her church In Fleet street has been
twice struck by lHghtulng and much
reduced from the original helght, but
fa still one of the tallest steeplos in
London, It Is supposed to have been
designed by Wren's young daughter,—
Pall Mall Gazette.

Have a Good Bed,

In Farm and Fireslde a contributor,
writing a practieal article about mat-
tresges and other provisions for beds,
makes the followlng general comment:

“In furnishing a homo tho housewlfe
ghould glve most careful thought to
the beds and thelr equipment. We
spend at least a third of our lives In
bed, and it 18 worth while to make
that third plensant and refreshing. The
best mattresses and springes are none

too good when one Is storing up
gtrength for gome work, Desldes, as (s
the case with most housshold pur

chases, the best are really the cheap
ost in the end.”
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WHEN SUN “DRAWS WATER”

Some Erroneous ldeas That Seem to
Have Taken & Firm Hold on the
People's Imagination.

When the sun is to the east or west
il us on » eloudy or hnzy day, beams
wre often seen radiating from It toward
the horsgon; 1hen many people say
the sua be "drawing water.” They ac-
tunlly belleve that the lines of light
il shadow appearing to converge in
the sun arg great shafta of water and

the vapor that the sun is druwing up
into the alr o be precipitated later on
the earth as rain or snow, Thesa
shafts as a matter of fact are ganeral.
ly indicative of coming ralny weather,
but they cannot be counted on as in-
fallible slgns.

The idea that the sun is “drawing
water,” however, I8 entirely erroneous,
for the lines seen aie the result of
the pussage of lght through openings
in clouds already formed, The lines
thut appear dark are shadows of

from the sun made visible in the alr
by the presence therein of dust or wa
tery vapor, Jugt ns the dust in the
alr of & room makes visible the light
that euters it through small apertures,
—The Pathfinder,

Classified.
“Is that dog o polnter? asked the
ticket agept ot the village atation

“No,” replied the weary hunter who
was roturning to the city with nan
empty game bag, “he's a Hsap

glonds while the lght lines are rays

poloter.”

| with all speed

HE entrance of Italy Into the

European war and the galns ghe

bas made thus far on some of

the Alpine roade connecting her

with the Austrinn Tyrol brings
into prominent interest one of the high-
ast and most popular of all the Alpine
post roads—the Stelvio.

Although thls road may not possess
the wstrategle value of gsoma of the
other highways of the Alps of which
the Italians early In the fighting se
cured control, to hold and fortify this,
one of the best bullt roads and the
highest between Austria and Italy, has
long been Italy's ambition, for the rea-
son that 1t would give her a dominat-
ing power over a most convenient
route to Landeck and Innsbruck, as
weall as a clutch on the upper reaches
of the wvalley of the Adige, west of
Meran,

Her engineers foresaw that the al-
most perfect construction of the Stel
vio, with its easy grades and excellent
roadbed, would enable Italy, once the
master of this highway, to rush great
quantities of troops and mountaln ar
tillery into the extreme western part
of the Tyrol, where the natural possi-
bilitles for intrenchment are such that
it might be hard for the Austirian
troope to dislodge her.

The military experta of Austria
wers not behind Italy In placing a
high value on the road and it has long
been Austrin’s determination to hold
it at all hazards

The Stelvio road—cilled by the Ger-
mans the “Stilfserjochstrasse”—Iis fa-
miliar to many American tourists who
have motored over it in travellng from
Botzen and Meran, in the Austrian

T

Tyrol, or from the Davarinn Tyrol,
vin Innsbruck and Landeck, to the
Itallan lakes, as It presents a very
accessible and pleturesque route from
elther of those tourist centers to Lake
Garda or Lake Comeo.

“Highest Street In Europe.”

The road ascends from the Austran
slde of the great chaln of mountains
dividing that country from Italy,
throtigh the beautifal valley of Trafol
and then by an amazing eerles of zig-
#ag turns or loops io the road—a really
marvelous example of roadbullding
and engloeering—brings the traveler
up over four thousand feet in elght
milés and a half, at a very easy and
comfortable grade. At the top, or the
“pans” ftself—for where these roads
cruss the ¢rest of the mountain this
point 45 called the “pass”—IAt reaches
the remarkable altitude of 9,066 feet
above the sen, making it the highest
carringe road on the continent, or, as
& German tourlst has aptly put it,
“the highest street in Europe!"

Of all the post roads of the Alps
the Stelvio has always been the most
popular among tourists during the
summer months Almost any noon-
day from the middla of June until the
first of Beptember one would find clus-
tered around a barnlike hotel at the
top of the pass called the "Hotel Fer-
dinandshoche” a vast collection of ev-
ery concelvable kind of vehlcle from
tho most expensive motor car to the
lumbering old but picturesque moun-
taln diligence, as well as Innumerable
“elospanner” and “drelspanner,” the
comfortable little one and two horse
victorias so much in evidence on ev-
ery Alpine road. Clustered in the
none too spacious dining hall of thia
hotel one would find an equally odd
assortment of tourists from every part
of the globe, chattering In every known
language, making a veritable babel
of tongues, with here and there an
occaslonal titled personage accompa-
nled by u retinue of servants, adding
a littde luster to the gathering, and a
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The Lantern in the East

Everybody knows that the Chinese
and Japanese are the great lantern
makers. o fact, a lantern seems to
be an ersential adjunct w a Ching
man, and there & A story told of &
night attack on & Chinese fort by the
Eunglish, when overy Chlnaman took to
his heels and mounted the hill behind
But every mnan carried
slung over his
the best of

bis lghted
shoulder, and so formed
target for the enemy.

Many unations of the East, besldes
those more closely connected with
Beriptural history, sod notably the
Chinese and Japanese, carry a lantern
at the end of a stick —Philadelphin
Inquirer.

lantern

The Only Way.

us think of the smart retort
minutes oo late The spare,

Most of
about ten

applefneed gentlemat in the tube that
Was bearing e elerkly frelght to Lthe
eIty wabk uot oue Of thess When the
tralt pulled gp with u jork and a hu
man avaisusehe fell Inlo the Ccomnpart
ment b th some difieulty and

LOOKING DOWN THE STELVIO

gprinkling of Austrian and ltallan om.
cers in gorgeous uniforms glving the
necessary bit of color,

Where Three Countries Touch,

The top of the pass {3 a bleak and
gloomy place at best, no vegetation at
all, nothing but a desolate mnss of
rock, with snow fields and glaclers
stretching down from the mountain
peaka on all sldes and Intensely cold,
even In the middle of July and August,
after sundown. The pass Itself marks
almosat the exact mecting place of the
boundary lines of Austria, IHaly and
switzerland. A crude boundary post
surmounted by s stone slab with ar
rows out in it, pointing to the threae
countries, has besen erected a short
distance above the hotel. This spot,
known to the Germans as the “'Drel-
sprachenspitze”—the Point of Threa
Tongues—is a favorite pligrimage for
all tourists, some of whom try to strad-
dle thils stone slab that they may boast
of having stood In three countries at
one time,

At a point just balow the top of
the Stelvio a severe looking stone
bullding 18 found. This I8 the hosplee of
Santa Maria, or Quarta Contonlera—
the fourth refuge station. “Refuge”
or rellef stations of this type are found
seatterad along all of these high roada
of the Alps ut convenlent distances,
usually abotut four or filve miles apart.
They are occupled by caretakers whose
business it s to glve rellef and assist-
pnee to travelers caught In the severe
storms of the early spring and winter
montha,

Adjoining this refuge station to the
wesat is the Itallan customhouse, and
a short distance beyond this bullding

the road becomes a Y, the left branch
turning abruptly and leading down to
Bormio in Italy, while the right branch,
turning to the north, erosges the crest
of the mountuins by the Umbrail Pasa
and following soft rolling hills of the
valley of Muranza carries the traveler
by the new road, the Wormser Pass,
down to the MunsterThal, in Switzer
land.
Zigzag Road on Austtian Side.

Standing at the top of the pass and
looking back toward the Austrian side
one sees the curious zigzage or loops
in the road, twisting down the sloping
side of the valley to the left as i
some gilant painter had taken an im-
mense whitewash brush and drawn an
Irregular strenk down the side of the
mountain, This is the most difficult
part of the pass. Mount Ortler, the
dominating peak of the mountain ranga
surrounding the Stelvio, rises in ma-
Jestic dignity at the right side of tha
road to a height of almost 13,000 feat.

The Stelvio is rarely open for traflio
much before the middle of June in
any year, as the snow clings affec
tionately to all of these post roads of
the Alps untll well into the late spring.
Particularly is this the case with the
Stelvio. A late or severe winter keeps
the upper reaches of this road blocked
to all carrlage traffic up to the end of
June, Perhaps the Italians had this
in mind when they held back thelr de-
claration of war agalnst Austria until
the lutter part of May. Although the
Alpine reglments of the Italinn army
are noted for thelr prowess and clever-
ness in "snow work,” this kind of sur-
face doos not Invite the easy transit of
heavy artillery,

Ons Way Out.
The only way to beat your wife In
an argument ig to avold having the
Argument

Daily Optimistic Thought.
It is madness to live in penury that
you may dle rich

offered his seat to u lady. “Oh, thank
you so much,” she gushed, “So good
of you to give ma your seat, but I don't
like you to gtand up.” The gentleman
replled with a suspleion of helghtened
color on his applecheek, “Madam, 1
should like to oblige you In both re-
spects, but what would people say if
You were to sit on my lap!"—London
Chronlele

City's Eight Pension Funds.

New York city bas eight pension
funds They are the publie school
teachers’ retirement fund, the police
pengion fund. the fire department re-
Het fund, the department of health
fund, the College of the City of New
York fund, the supreme court appellate
diviglon fund, the street cleaning de
partment fund, and the city of New
York employees' retirement fund.

Uncle Eben's Philosophy,

‘De man dat sells de dice,” sald
Unecle Eben, “l8 de only one dst
makes sure money out'n a crap game"

'he man who takes himsell oo s
ricusly soon becomes a joge.

Clump of Service Bushes Showing Exit Holes of Roundheaded Apple-Trae
Borers.

(Prepared by the United States
ment of Agriculture)

The roundheaded apple-tree borer,
the most destructive of & number of
slmilar pests, causes much damage
to apple orchards in the eastern half
of the United States. It does not
conflne its deatructive methods solely
to apple trees, but feeds on other
frult trees, as well as service, wild
erab and mountain ash, which makes
it advisable to cut out these latter
varieties for a distance of at least a
hundred yarda from the orchard.

The presence of the horers is easily
detected. Sawdustlike castings of
reddish color are thrown out through
small holes in the bark as the borers
feed. Heapa of these éastimgs found
at the base of apple, pear or quince
trées are always ap evidence that the
trees need immedinte attention, Fre
quently an examination of an orchard
Induesd by finding one tree with cast-
ings at the baze will reveal the fact
that many trees are affected and that
géarious injury has already been done.

Ordinarily the parent beetle lives
ahott 40 or 50 days. It is about three
fourths of an inch In Jength, Hght
brown in color above, with two broad
white bands joined in front, extending
the full length of the boack; the un
derparts and froul of the head are
white. The females rarely fly any
conslderable distance, so that if the
immedinte vicinity of an orchard can
be kept free from them, there is litile
danger of a serlous infestation.

Worming to Be Thoroughly Done.

The most common method of rid-
ding an orchard of these pests i8 to
cut away the bark sufficiently to trace
the burrows made by the borer. A
hoocked wire is then inserted into the
burrow and the insect pulled out. If
made with care, the wound in the tree
caused by this process will hesl
readily. The castings st the base of
the trée serve as an indication of the
presenca of the borers Where the
burrows are curved or obstructed in
gome way 80 that the wire cannot be
{nserted, cotton batting dipped in car
bon bisulphid should be [nserted and
the hole then plugged with molst
earth, The gas from the carbon bi-
sulphid will penetrate all parts of the
burrow and kill the borer. In exten-
slve orchards where worming Is done
on a large scale by promiscuous labor
some of the helpers are likely to be-
come careless and overlook or neglect
to destroy an occaslonal borer, Every
female so overlocked stands a good
chance of maturing within a year or
two, when it will deposit eggs in a
half dozen or more nearby trees, caus-
Ing thereby A continued and an in-
creased infestation in that particular
orchard,

The importance of the following
points should be kept in mind by all
persona who practice thls method of
borer control:

1. Borers should be
the trees as scon as
hatching.

2. Every borer in the orchard should
be faund and destroyed

8. Borers should not be allowed to
breed In cultivated or wild host trees
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Tree Borer in Bark—Three Punc-
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lon to worming, as this
process Is onilod, palnt s often yaed
to preven the bewlls i;l'-'l!l_k! thelr
CERS Fere white lead and raw lig
seed oll, wixed rather thick, will not
inlure the treos, and when applied 1o
mng, swoeoth bark, will form a bro
inctiye cont diring the epg-laying sen
Vi it 11 g tle thnt this js @ maore
effective metho by A ping the
trs Lh I (] [T Hlon bat
i ih Or ! rials some
1 fo purg Hefore
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and the earth then replaced, This is
necessary, for the beetle occaslonally
lays her eges under instead of above
the ground

As the insect in Its borer stage lives

and feede under the bark, insecticlde
sprays cannot be used suceassfully
against ft. When the borer has

renched the adult stage 't feeds more
or less on the exposed susface of
leaves and twigs and on the molsture
contained in the fresh castings thrown
out by borers still working In the
trees.  Arsenate of lead sprayved on
trees on which they are feeding would
kill many of the ndult beetles, but 1t is
doubtful If it would pay ordinarily to
spray for the purpose of killlng this
insect alone, except in the case of u
badly infested orchard.

Farmery® bulletin No “The
Roundheaded Apple-Tree HBorer,"
which containg a deseription of this

675,

Adult Roundheaded Apple-Tree Borer
Just Emerged From Exit Hole in
Bark.

pest and different methods of control
may be secured upon application to
the United States department of agri-
cultare,

ORCHARD SHADE FOR CHICKS

Ideal Place for Coops and Brooders—
Double Use May Be Made of
Sunfiower Plants.

All will agree that an ideal place for
coops, colony coops and brooder coops
18 In & well grown orchard. There the
chicks have shade from the hot poon-
day sun, but since every farm or poul-
try yard has not an orchard the ques-
tion of shade must be given some con-
slderation.

If there Is no natural shade, coops
placed between rows of sunflowers will
provide the chicks shade., Sunflowers
grow rapldly, provide good shade and
the seeds make good winter food for
the poultry. However, If one cannot
plant sunflowers and there is no shade
for the chickens, muslin or old burlap
stretched over high poles will provide
shade. Anything that will cast a
shadow, so as to provide a place for
the chickens to rest in during the heat
of the day. Frult trees always do well
when planted In chicken yards, espe-
clally when the ground is kept dug up
around them. By all means remember
to provide some kind of shade to be
ready for the warm days, and the
chickens will be more comfortable and
thrive better,

SEPARATE COC COCKS FHDM HENS

Not Advisable to Kill or Dispose of
Valuable Breeding Stock—Large
Lose in Handling Eggs.

By J A HELMEREICH. Coloradn Ex-

periment Station.)

Many people think that the cocks
have to be with the hens in order to
get egegs. This I8 a mistake. and has
been demonstrated as such by experl
ments and practice for the large pou!
try plants seldom have a cock on the
place and their hens will actually lay
more eggs without the cock around,

I do not advise you to kill or die
of valuable breeding stock, but
merely gaparate them from the heps
When wa stop to consider that there
is $600,000.000 srorth of poultry sold
by otir farmers annually, and that thls
amounts to as much as the money re.

celved for wheat or hay; that 8 per
rent of all the éggs Bold are lost
through careless handling, and that

u large per cent of this loss is due to
the productlon of fertlle eges during
the hot months of the vear, It Is easy
to sce how essential it Is to “swat the
rooster.’

Use Cholera Preventives.
There are hog ralsers and feedeors
who keep hopiug against hope that

! the deaths (n their herds are due to

other troubles when in

reality i* is
the cholera

FPreventives nre cheap.
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